





































































































“What do you make of
that lot?” I asked.

Focusing the binoculars for a few
seconds, he took a long look, then
handed them back to me.

“Terr group and a political
commissar . . . they'll be crossing
over tonight and we’ll bloody well have
to chase those buggers.”

I looked again at the group and
noticed what seemed to be white
sacks slung over the shoulders of the
terrs. From their manner of holding
them, whatever was in them was
damned heavy. TM-46s, Soviet mines,
most probably.

Within several days after their
crossing into Rhodesia, the mines
would have been laid on the road
between Malvernia and Rutenga —
trucks would be blown and troops
killed, maimed and crippled.

I picked up the handset.

“Five, this is two-five. . . over.”

A few seconds pause and an alert
voice answered. “Roger, two-tive, go.”
I glanced at the little group around
me.

“Five . .. I have terrs visual at 700
meters. There are figures one zero
terrs and figures one commissar . . .
will adjust.”

“Roger . .. wait.” Once again the
buzz of the radio and silence around
us.

The smallest of the OP detail, a
skinny rifleman from Bulawayo, shook
his head and sniffed impatiently. “I
reckon we’ll be lucky to get back
before those Freddies begin with the
122s like they did yesterday. We had
to stick it out here for a half-hour
before we could get back.”

He motioned to a crater some 25 to
30 yards away. “Bloody lucky that was
a 60mm mortar and nothing bigger.”

Time passed. The terrs were shaking
hands with the commissar and shifting
the sacks preparatory to leaving.

It would be a long shot and risky to
call, but between the troops around
me there would be a good chance of
wasting the commissar.

“Two-five, this is five.” The voice was
brisk.

“Two-five, go.” I looked at the
corporal who was already grinning with

disgust.

“Do not — repeat — do not fire.
Negative on your request . . . return
this loc . .. out.”

“Ready to go back, Sah?” The troops
had begun moving slowly back away
from the OP into the surrounding
bush. I rogered the order and hung the
handset on the shoulder strap of the
webbing. I cast one last look at the
terrs who were now slowly moving
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down the road toward the bush which
would soon cover their approach to
Rhodesia. The last thing I saw was the
nattily-dressed figure of the
commissar, standing arrogantly in the
middle of Malvernia’s “main street.” |
could have sworn he was looking our
way and smirking.

Once clear of the OP, we took up
intervals and started back through the
bush to the Fire Direction Center.
Craters of varying sizes, from 60mm
mortars through 122s, dotted the
sandy trail.
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This was my second year in
Rhodesia’s bush war. I was, by
Rhodesian standards, still a novice,
but learning. There were some who
had three, four, five years humping it
against terrorist forces.

Regardless of that, I was no novice
when it came to fighting politically-
run, “no win” wars. The U.S.
government is past-master at wasting
the lives of fine young men while
political pimps in Washington spout
incredible bull-shit about “peace with
honor.” I wasn’t prepared, however, for
more of the same in Rhodesia, of all
places.

As we stumbled along over the rough
ground, I began to evaluate what had
just happened, attempting to put it
into proper perspective. Rhodesia,
surrounded on three sides by hostile
black Marxist states, had only one ally
— South Africa. Conversely, South

Continued on page 86
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